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Look Don't Touch 


Author's Notes: 

| aimed to capture the essence of Dave in this story. It was so much fun to write. Originally posted Feb or 
Mar 20l6, deleted from the site due to technical error in July 20lb, and reposting now. Please also note: The 
age of consent in the State of Hawaii is lb years old. 


The flu had hit Dave like a bad trip during a routine round of golf the previous weekend, on a brilliantly sunny 
and warm Sunday. Thinking back, he had felt awfully tired that day, and his muscles were sore, but he blamed 
it on a strenuous tennis game from the previous day. Once he suspected something might be wrong, things 
deteriorated rapidly. On the putting green of the sixth hole, as he stood waiting for his friends to play their 
shots, he felt a ghastly chill invade his body despite the hot sun shimmering over him. 


He didn't even make it through the seventh hole. Succumbing to a feeling of impending doom and cradling his 
aching head in his hands, Dave let his golf buddy drive him back to the club house in the cart, each bump 
sending a nauseating qualm through his innards. "How the hell do you get sick in Hawaii?!" his friend had asked 
him sarcastically. "Fucking tourists, bringing all sorts of foreign plagues to our pristine island," the man went 


on, answering nis own question, as Dave sutterea. 
gh questi D ffered 


That first day had been feverish misery, absolute full-body torment. All Dave could do was lie in bed huddled 
under every blanket he owned, teeth chattering, sweating, and feeling like he'd been mauled by bears. Over the 
following two days he didn't leave his bedroom except to use the bathroom, although his fever had broken. At 


times it seemed unlikely that he'd ever be well again, nor could he recall what it was like to feel healthy. 


Quarantined to his room, Dave had spent the rest of the week alternately sleeping, hacking his lungs out until 
his ribs hurt, and watching TV in a light doze with his hand down his pants, touching himself absently. With all 
his other pastimes and addictions temporarily off-limits, he was brutally bored, and looking for a Toy, any Toy, 
to play with. He was too unwell to have a go at anything sexual -- in fact, his cock had been 


uncharacteristically dormant during the entire course of his illness. 


His wife Tamar hadn't touched him or even come near him, except to bring soup, scrambled eggs, and tea into 
his room, while holding her breath of course, and then scuttling out as quickly as possible. As soon as Dave 
had gotten home from his ill-fated golf game, she slammed shut the door to the master suite and sent him to 
the guest room to sweat it out in isolation To his credit though, he had never complained or whined, even 
when he felt the shittiest. Mostly because there was nobody to complain to. He had been alone in his room for 
six days. 


Now it was Saturday, the first day the crippling malaise was finally losing its grip on him. He still felt a bit 
sickly and had a nasty cough, but his intense suffering was over. That morning he had even woken up with a 
rice firm erection, the first one in a week, a reassuring and tangible reminder that he was severely overdue to 
shoot a load. 


Now that Dave was well enough to putter around the house, he would've liked nothing more than to sit outside 
near the pool and read a magazine, or just bake in the hot sun and sweat out any remaining germs. But he was 
forbidden to go outside because there was a pool party going on in his yard that day for his daughter's loth 
birthday, and he'd been given strict orders to remain invisible. Besides being an embarrassing parent, the fact 
that he'd been ill wasn't doing anything to make him an attractive party guest either. Tamar likewise was 
considered an unwelcome intruder, but was happily seizing the opportunity to get out of the house for the 
afternoon and see a girlfriend. 


In the hallway separating the kitchen from the entryway, Dave ran into his wife and daughter. They both kept 


an eight-foot distance from him, giving his germs a wide berth. 
"God, Dad. You look like shit," his daughter Tasha observed. 
"Well, cheers. Thanks for your concern!" Dave shot back jokingly. 
"You don't have pneumonia or anything, do you?" 


"No, of course not." He was surprised at how hoarse his own voice sounded. 


"Maybe you should go back to your room," she said, taking a step away from him. "My friends are starting to 
arrive, and you're definitely not allowed to mingle." 


‘| won't mingle. | just wanted to say happy birthday. And have a good time, sweetie. Don't let anyone drown" 


"Thanks, Dad," she said. "Nobody's going to drown Like, two of the boys coming are lifeguards, ya know." She 
turned to give her mother a peck on the cheek and then dashed through the kitchen and outside to join her 
friends in the backyard. 


Within view of the kitchen, Dave's eyes opened wide when he saw the spread laid out for the party. "Look at all 
those lovely squidgy cupcakes," he said, focusing on a pile of chocolatey treats. 


"You'll look like a lovely squidgy cupcake yourself if you eat too many of those," Tamar warned as she adjusted 


her hair in the entryway mirror. 


Dave didn't say anything but figured he was entitled to have at least one cupcake -- after all, he'd practically 


wasted away over the past week from hardly eating. 


"Besides, you're not allowed to touch any of that stuff, Honey. Its for the kids. And you probably still have 
germs, so just stay away from that food,” she said. "If you're hungry there's some sandwich stuff in the 
fridge, some ham and turkey. But don't forget to wash your hands first!" 


"Okay, | will." 
"And don't use the half bath off the living room. That's for guests only." 
"Okay. | wasn't planning on using it.." he replied, still eyeing the mound of cupcakes. 


"Well, I've gotta run," she interrupted. "I'm meeting Yvonne for lunch, and then we're going to the spa for 


massages and facials." 
"Have fun, luv," he said and gave her a little wave, knowing there was no chance of getting a kiss goodbye. 


Dave hoped she would get home before it got dark, to kick everyone out, just in case the kids overstayed their 
welcome and started fucking in the pool or something. If Tamar and her friend ended up having too many 


glasses of wine with their lunch, a likely outcome, she might not get back until the wee hours. 


Since he was essentially banished from the entire main floor of his own house, Dave decided to retreat to his 
office in the basement, which also functioned as a general sanctuary, man cave, guitar storage room, home 
studio, and pornography-watching area. It was where he recorded music, stored and displayed most of his 
guitars, and enjoyed leisure time either playing guitar or watching porn on his computer. He had missed it. So 


had his cock, evidently, already starting to plump up as he descended the stairs. 


Of course he played the guitar each and every day - it was his profession, his life. But Dave had another 
hobby. It was more of a daily habit, actually, one he'd been practicing for even longer than he'd been playing 
guitar. Ever since he'd accidentally discovered it while he was in the bathtub when he was I2 years old. 


After turning on only one light in the stairwell, he made his way in the semi-darkness to his big ultra-cushy 
office chair, sat down, and booted up the computer. While it went through its startup sequence, Dave's right 
hand slid impatiently into his pants. As he massaged his stiffening cock he felt the flutter of anticipation in his 
stomach that he always got right before he jerked off. Having been virtually neglected for an entire week, his 


now-happy and healthy cock grew rock hard before he even had a chance to open a web browser. 


On occasions when he was feeling slightly more vigorous, Dave would sometimes watch porn for over an hour 
before letting himself come, especially when he had the house to himself and there was no danger of anyone 
barging in. But on this particular day, he just didn't have the stamina for a prolonged session. He wanted to find 


a video that turned him on and get it done within five minutes, maybe even faster. 


Now that he was horny and hard, a rush of pent up sexual energy engulfed him like a warm bath. Palming his 
hot heavy balls with his left hand, he imagined that they were practically churning with cum. An entire week's 
worth of it. Maybe he'd feel better physically after coming, he thought. Maybe his sperm were diseased too 
and needed to be expelled from his body. It would be a wank for medicinal purposes. Rubbing his balls was 
sending sparks of pleasure through his groin and even down his legs -- it felt so good, he closed his eyes and 
sighed. 


Finally he pulled up his favorite website. Clicking on different video samples with his right hand, Dave stroked 
his cock with his non-dominant yet very skillful left hand, working his foreskin slowly back and forth over the 
head with his thumb and first two fingers. It was taking a while to find a video he really liked. Bad camera 
angles, tits too small, girls not his type, too many shots of the guy's stupid ugly face. Finally, he found a 
promising one -- a cute young girl on a couch diddling herself with two dildos simultaneously, stuffing a blue 
one up her cunt and a pink one up her ass at the same time, lazily pushing them both in and out, in and out. 
Oh, yeah This one quickly made Dave really hot to come. He settled into a steady rhythm. Before too long a 
guy came on the scene, with a huge dick of course, bent the girl over a chair, and started fucking her in the 
ass. Dave increased the pressure on his now precum-slick cock, using his entire hand to stroke at a constant 


pace. 


There were still over four minutes left in the video, plenty of time. He knew he was going to come really hard, 
and that it would be a lot. He had his tissues ready, but they were for clean-up afterwards, not for shooting 
cum into directly. Jerking off was supposed to be fun, and Dave didn't like to detract from the enjoyment by 
fumbling around with tissue paper right at the moment his pleasure was reaching its peak. 


The unmistakable tingle deep in his balls told him he was getting closer. His legs were alternately straightening 
and bending underneath the desk, his bottom scooting forward to the edge of the chair as his eyes focused on 
the computer screen. In the middle of a hot cock-in-ass wide shot, the video froze, and when the page 
reloaded it simply went black. The internet had gone out. Never one to throw a fit, Dave simply stared 


forlornly at the screen. Besides, he was too run down to summon up any real exasperation. Internet service 


could be sketchy on the islands and he was used to it. 


Never mind the internet. He needed to come. He tipped his head back so that it rested on the back of the chair 
and started sliding his fist rapidly up and down his cock the way he had done so many times that it was 
almost second nature. When nothing happened after a minute or two, he let negative thoughts intrude, and 
even felt like he might lose his erection. Sweat was beading on his upper lip, he felt short of breath, and his 
head hurt. Had he forgotten how to do this? Slowing his stroke, he tugged on his cock a little, tried squeezing it 
gently, willing it to come - it felt good, and was less taxing physically, but it wasn't enough to trigger an 
orgasm. He wasn't I8 anymore. Come on, come on, he thought wildly as he squeezed the hell out of his dick, 


trying to coax the cum out. 

Exhaustion eventually defeated his arousal. There was a dull ache in his temples and he felt thirsty. A 
debilitating bout of coughing put a final stop to his endeavors. Deciding that he needed something to eat and 
drink, Dave pulled up his pants, caught his breath for a few minutes, and went back upstairs. 

As he approached the kitchen, which faced the patio and pool, he could hear the party going full tilt - splashing 
and laughing punctuated by the occasional squeal. Maybe he should look in on the young party goers - be a 
responsible host and parent and all that. Dave stood at the threshold of the opened sliding door, the blue glow 
from the pool beaming into his retinas. After being confined to the dim earth tones of the guest room for a 
week, the sunlight and vivid colors of the party made his eyes water pleasantly. 

A few of the kids noticed him standing there. "Hi, Mr. Murray!" one boy shouted at him. 

"Hi, kids," Dave replied and waved back. "Having fun yet?" 

"Dad. Go away!" Tasha called out, annoyed. He had been told to remain hidden. 

"You're so mean to your dad, Tash," her friend Crystal admonished. 

"He's so embarrassing, waving at everybody." 

"Aw, come on. He's cute." 

"Ew." 

"His accent is so hot, too." 

"Ugh, stop it," Tasha said sharply and then warned her, "He's sick, you know." 


"Mmm, yeah, | can tell." 


"What? No! Not that kind of sick, you pervert. He had the flu. It might even be pneumonia now." 


"He looks fine." 


"No he doesn't. He looks like a dork. Look at him. He's wearing sweatpants in case you can't see," Tasha said, 


nodding in her father's direction. 

"Well, I'd do him." 

"Stop! Seriously, don't embarrass yourself" 

"What's to be embarrassed about? He's a world-famous rock star.” 
"Well, don't embarrass me then" 

"He's like, a totally intimidating heavy metal guy. He's so aloof" 


"No he's not. He's just shy" Tasha was sure her father would refuse her friend's advances, if she even dared 
to attempt it, but just the thought of him in such a confrontation was mortifying. 


In the kitchen, bowls and platters of delicious-looking snacks were arrayed on the countertop and as Dave 
admired them he felt his appetite come roaring back. Suddenly he was ravenous. A gush of saliva flooded his 
mouth. Craving something savory first, he approached the big tray of shrimp cocktail on ice that must've 
contained two hundred shrimp arranged in a three-shrimp-deep ring. His fingers hovered, deciding, before 
plucking a shrimp from the tightly packed cluster. He dipped it in the invitingly red cocktail sauce and shoved it 
in his mouth, chewing it a few times before realizing that he forgot to bite off the tail first. After spitting 
out the offending piece of exoskeleton, Dave took another shrimp, and another, then two more, dipped the 
bundle generously in sauce and stuffed it all into his mouth at once. Noisily munching the succulent flesh, his 
cheeks filled, he thought they were the juiciest, most luscious shrimp ever, almost sweet. Mingled with the 


sweetness was the tangy heat from the horseradish in the sauce, which was making his nose run. 


The mountain of cupcakes caught Dave's eye again and he shuffled over to them, wiping his nose on his sleeve 
like a little boy. As he swallowed the last remnants of the shrimp, he lifted up one chocolate cupcake to eye 
level, admiring the beautiful simplicity of it. Rich brown cake and frosting - something to satisfy his sweet 
tooth. It sat in his palm for a moment until he gripped it firmly by the bottom and turned it upside down. In 
one single swipe he licked off the entire swirled puff of chocolate frosting and pressed it to the roof of his 
mouth. It mixed with his spit and melted around his tongue. It was so delicious that he swayed slightly. Some 
chocolatey drool overflowed his mouth and dripped down his chin. After swallowing the frosting, he squeezed 
the entire cake out of the paper liner and into his mouth in one gigantic bite. Moist chocolate crumbs tumbled 


down his chest and onto the floor. 


Now he needed some liquid replenishment. He walked over to the fridge to see what was available. It took three 
firm yanks on the handle before the door popped open. He didn't remember the fridge being that hard to open 
before and blamed it on his debilitated state. Pouring himself a big glass of orange juice, Dave remembered 


with a flash of inspiration that there was a bottle of Stoli in the freezer. Aside from the two containers of 


NyQuil he'd guzzled down over the previous week, he'd abstained from alcohol and was now craving a buzz. To 

make room for the vodka, he poured out half the juice from his glass into the sink. After refilling it with vodka 
almost to the top, he took a pull straight from the bottle, then grabbed a few ice cubes from the freezer and 
plunked them into the glass. Tamar would've been livid if she knew he drank from the bottle and also stuck his 

supposedly contaminated bare hand into the ice tray. 


There were even more goodies in the fridge - deli meat, grapes, candy, cheese. He took two slices of ham, 
stuffing them both into his mouth before also scooping out a handful of chocolate-covered raisins from a 
plastic tub. As he chewed and swallowed the ham, the warmth of his hand melted some of the chocolate 
coating on the raisins as they waited in his fist to be eaten In one seamless motion he deposited the raisins in 


his mouth and licked the melted chocolate off his palm. 


Satisfied for the moment, Dave stood at the sink and gulped his drink, sucking tiny shreds of ham out of his 
teeth and spying on the party through the window. His backyard looked like a scenario in a porno. Somehow the 
girls all had amazing bodies. A few hot surfer bodies, tight and toned, some a little rounder, but all with lovely 
soft flat tummies. So much naked skin on display. A string bikini as bright yellow as his orange juice caught 
Dave's eye. It was clinging to a young blonde's perfect body as she emerged from the deep end, her hard 
ripples poking through the wet material. Two small triangles covered her medium-sized tits and an even tinier 
one covered her snatch. Still dripping with water, she reached up to adjust her bikini top, sweeping her fingers 
underneath the string stretched around her rib cage. Then she hiked the side ties of the bikini bottoms higher 
over her hips. She turned around, bringing her taut young ass into Dave's full view. He got even more of an 


eyeful when she bent over to pick up a towel. 


Feeling a rush of blood to his cock, he slipped his hand into his pocket without thinking and was glad he had 
skipped wearing underwear that day. When Dave felt the fluffy material glide directly along his shaft he 
trembled with pleasure. Having already been hard as a rock earlier, his cock responded immediately to his 
touch. Unable to stop himself, he continued to stroke through the fleecy pocket, softly teasing the sensitive tip 
of his cock, rubbing light circles over the head, and squeezing it gently with his fingers. Feeling pleasantly 
inebriated, he leaned forward slightly and his socks started to slide on the smooth Tile floor, slowly spreading 
his feet further and further apart until his legs were parted in a wide stance. Part of him wanted to stay 
right where he was and leer at these half-naked beauties like a pervert, playing with himself like a dirty old 
man, using the plush fuzziness of his sweatpants to caress his cock until he couldn't bear it anymore or until 
it made him come right there in the kitchen 


Hearing a soft yet lustful moan escape his own lips snapped him back to reality. This was so wrong. These girls 
were his daughter's age, for Christsake. His heart thudding in his chest, Dave realized he was rock hard and 
his armpits were wet with sweat. He wanted to put his bare hand down the front of his pants and touch his 
cock. He took another drink and sniffled. Suddenly an overwhelming attack of coughing wracked his body, 
impelling him to run hacking and choking from the room, but not before grabbing his vodka cocktail and 
carrying it away like a runner holding the Olympic torch. 


Dave had the presence of mind to remember that he was banned from using the bathroom off the kitchen, so 


he raced down the hall and took cover in the bathroom across from his bedroom. Once he coughed up and spit 


out a big wad of phlegm into the toilet, he felt better, just knowing he was rid of some of the vile sludge 
gunking up his lungs. 


Surprisingly, Dave's cock had not deflated by any measurable degree, as he could see from the rather comical 
reflection in the mirror of the front of his his loose-fitting sweatpants. He tucked his thumbs into the 
waistband and pulled them down in front. Taking his rigid dick in his hand, he watched his reflection as he slid 
his foreskin all the way back, the glistening dark pink tip of his cock poking out from his fist. Staring at it in 
mirror, he thought his cock looked really big - so big he almost didn't recognize it. It looked as thick as his 
wrist. He felt it getting even harder as he stroked it and admired it. It was twitching and throbbing under his 
touch. 


And it was drooling, just like he had drooled earlier. He spread the slippery precum all over it as he stroked, 
listening to the wonderfully slick noise it made and moaning at the exquisite sensation. His cock looked even 
bigger when it was all shiny like this. For a few peculiar moments Dave watched his face in the mirror as he 
touched himself. But as he started to stroke a little harder, he was embarrassed by the odd expression on his 


face, his lip curling in pleasure, and had to look away. 


It was impossible to stop inappropriate thoughts from coming to mind. That girl in the yellow bathing suit he'd 
seen in the backyard - the way her bikini bottoms had wedged between her legs when she yanked them up. 

Dave imagined sinking his dick into the tight little pink hole of her pussy. At the mere thought, he felt his cock 
push out a huge blob of precum. Watching it ooze and bubble from the tip, he dipped his finger in the droplet 
and touched it deliberately to his tongue, thinking that's what the girl would taste if she was sucking his cock 
He was getting so wet from his own juices that even his balls were covered in it. With each upward stroke of 


his hand he squeezed out another drop, either smearing it over his cock or letting it drip onto the floor. 


Looking down, Dave noticed the head of his dick was swollen and turning an alarming shade of purple. It looked 
back up at him and almost seemed to echo his concern. Not wanting to damage himself, he decided he should 
really stop fucking around, get the hell out of the bathroom, and do something about his cock before it 


exploded, or more realistically, before it slimed up the entire bathroom. 


On a single-minded mission, Dave turned toward the door and tucked his almost painfully hard cock under the 
waistband of his sweatpants, flinching when the elastic snapped across the sensitive spot under the head. His 
plan was to sneak into the basement and try again to beat off, hopefully with the internet back up this time. 


Unbelievably, like a prize being revealed on a game show, the girl in the yellow bikini was standing smack behind 


the door when he swung it open. Dave blinked at her in astonishment. 


"Oh!" was all she said at first, her voice a surprised squeak She broke into a wide toothy grin and took a step 
toward him. "Hi, Mr. Murray. Um, | was just looking for the bathroom. Well, someone was using the main 


bathroom, so | came looking for another one." 


He had no reason to doubt her, but she was standing awfully close to him. Close enough that he could see the 


goosebumps on her arms and smell her Coppertone suntan lotion. 


Dave cast a quick glance down the hallway, worried that someone might suddenly appear. "Uh.." he ineffectually 


muttered before she spoke again, temporarily saving him from making any clumsy remarks. 

"You don't recognize me," she said with a friendly tilt of her head. "I'm Tasha's friend Crystal." 

Dave did know this girl. She'd been friends with his daughter for years. "Oh, yes, | remember you, of course. 
You look older." His eyes unwittingly dropped down to her breasts. "That is, b-bigger," he stammered, forcing 


his gaze back up to her face, "..different!" 


"I think it's been a couple years since you've seen me." Her tits seemed to be expanding like balloons, getting 


closer and closer to his body. "I've been to the house but you weren't here." 

"Well, I'm away a lot," Dave said, feeling like a world-class creep. Boasting - and to a teenager, no less - about 
being in a band was so passé, such a pathetic move, but his aching cock had starved his brain of the blood it 
needed to function properly. Why was he even talking to this girl at all? He should be in the basement, alone, 
watching porn and jacking off. 

"On tour with your band, right?" she asked, looking him boldly in the eye. One of her knees nudged his leg. 


"Yeah," he replied as if in a trance. 


A small puddle of pool water was forming around her feet. "I'm dripping," she said and smiled seductively, 


moving Dave to begin a sequence of ill-advised actions. 

"Let's not stand in the hallway," he said, placing his hand on her shoulder and guiding her gently toward the 
open door to the guest room, which was right behind them. Once inside, he pushed the door shut and heard a 
quiet click. He knew he was making a mistake, but in his current state of mind it was a negligible one. 

Thank goodness the maid service had come that morning to change the bedding and clear the room of empty 
mugs and used Kleenex. What had been a sloppy tangle of clammy sheets and blankets was now a neat king- 
sized square pulled tight with a fresh grey coverlet - a set upon which to enact one of his degenerate 
fantasies. 

"Is this where you fuck your wife?" Crystal brazenly asked. 

Dave wished she wouldn't mention his wife. "No, its the guest room." 


"So, this is where you fuck your guests." 


He couldn't rightfully argue with that. Usually he saved his worst misbehavior for when he was away on tour, 


but sometimes life in the fast lane followed Dave all the way to Hawaii. 


"How old are you?" he asked. 
"Almost 17." 


A quiver of dread shot through his guts. He was three times her age. "I haven't been well. You should probably 
leave me alone," he said lamely, a last attempt to put a stop to this. Maybe she would come to her senses and 
save him from himself. "I don't want to get you sick" It was a feeble protest, but he lacked the will to make a 


stronger one. 
"Maybe | can make you feel better," she said, smiling coyly. 


The vodka had made Dave just drunk enough to be reckless. It had also taken away any hint of reticence and 
made him unbearably horny, staring without shame at Crystal's body and feeling his cock pulse along with his 
heartbeat. 


Nestling her body against him in an almost romantic gesture, she slid her slender cool arms up his shirt and 
around his back, pulling him into an embrace with the entire fronts of their bodies touching. Dave's nipples 
tightened and got hard as a shiver ran through him. Her arms circled sweetly around his ribs and up his back, 
her chilly fingertips brushing against his shoulder blades. The full-body hug put pressure on his hard cock, 
which responded with a strong throb that he felt in the pit of his stomach. He whimpered, at the sensation, 
and because he knew she must've felt his beastly hardness. But it felt so good to be touched and caressed 
after being all by himself and feeling so lousy all week. 


| want to see it," she said, first sliding her hand down his tummy, stroking the hair under his bellybutton with 
her knuckles, then curling her fingers into the waistband of his sweatpants and tugging it gently downward. Her 
fingernails scraped at his skin and dug in a couple inches deeper, into his pubic hair. Feeling like a teenager 
about to come before even having his cock touched, he tipped his head back and gritted his teeth as she pulled 
his pants down all the way to the floor. 


Dave had only the briefest flicker of compunction when his engorged cock lewdly sprang free, but any chance 
of resistance was ultimately lost once he felt her enclose just the head inside her mouth. He opened his mouth 
to gasp as her tongue flicked over the sensitive tip, sliding up and down in the little slit where precum was still 
leaking out and exploring every ridge and vein on the surface of his cock. Crystal's hands still felt cold against 
his heated flesh - she must be half mermaid, Dave thought - one cool hand cupped his balls and the other 


encircled the base of his cock. 
‘Oh, yeah," he said softly. "It feels good." 


With his head hanging down, watching from under lowered eyelids as she sucked him, he stooped over her, 
placing his hands on her narrow shoulders for support. Breathing deeply through his mouth, snot started to 
trickle out of his nose and run over his upper lip, but he didn't feel it. All he could feel was the warmth of her 
mouth on his cock and the fullness in his balls. 


"You're trembling,” she paused to observe. 


As if getting a blowjob from a teenage girl wasn't depraved enough, Dave also felt a desperate urge to put his 
cock inside her pussy. Woozy, his head swimming with desire, he eased them both closer to the bed, his knees 
buckling when he hit the edge of the mattress and plopping him down with a heavy thump. 


He leaned back on his elbows for a moment before reclining all the way back "Please don't put this on the 


internet or anything," he suddenly found the wherewithal to say. 


When she pulled down her damp bikini bottoms and Dave saw the thin strip of blond hair on her otherwise 
bare pussy, his hips involuntarily made a thrusting motion, jutting his glistening cock up into the air. "You have 
a beautiful body.. so smooth," he said before being choked off by a cough, phlegm rattling in his chest. He 


croaked out a "sorry," before turning his head to the side to cough into his sleeve. 
"Here. This'll cure you for good," she said, straddling his lap. 


Guiding the head of Dave's dick to her pussy with her hand, she sank down slowly, her hot wet tightness 
engulfing his entire length. A feeling of unreality came over him when he felt the exquisite pressure of her 


insides squeezing him like a clamp and pulling at his shaft as she rocked her hips back and forth. 


"I haven't.. you know.. in a week," Dave confessed, indirectly alerting her that he'd be spraying a gallon of goo all 


over the place. And soon. Very soon. 


His hands searched blindly for something to hold on to, fingers fidgeting and sliding across the tightly stretched 
covers. Remotely aware of a muffled thudding sound, he realized it was his own heels, kicking restlessly against 
the bed frame. Dave would've loved to flip her on her back and fuck her hard, but he was too weak. And in his 
mind, she had seduced hin, after all, so it seemed moderately less reprehensible to just lay back and let her 


do all the work. 

The tip of his cock hit her cervix. 

"Oh, god," Dave moaned. 

"You can come inside. l'm on the pill." 

"No!" His eyes flew open. "No, no, no, no," he repeated nervously. He couldn't blow his wad inside a lb-year-old 
girl. It would be perverse. And if she got pregnant he'd be ruined. But underneath his protests was a primal 
urge to pump every last drop of his cum inside her. He made a halfhearted attempt to push her aside, but his 


hands merely slipped off her hips. 


Riding his cock steadily, she reached back and softly cupped his balls. Those cool hands again. Her fingertips 
tickled him and sent shivers through his entire body. This was it. 


"Don't stop, don't stop, don't stop," Dave begged, his back arching with pleasure as a wave of euphoria surged 
through him. He let out a loud groan as his cock started to spurt deep inside her pussy. The contractions 
seemed to go on forever, even after she rolled off him, thinking he was finished, his cock kept pumping out 
more cum. Trying to prolong the ecstasy for as long as possible, Dave gave himself a few hurried strokes, 


moaning and writhing as gooey white cum oozed out over his hand. 


After the bliss of orgasm faded, helpless, muscles still twitching, Dave rolled onto his side into the fetal 
position He felt ill again. Blood rushed back to his brain and gradually he became aware of his surroundings. 
Why am | naked from the waist down, he wondered. What had he just done? Good god, would she tell his 
daughter about it? He hadn't considered that. If she did tell her, Tasha would certainly share the information 
with her mother. Stupid, stupid, stupid, Dave scolded himself, smacking his forehead with the flat of his palm. 
Sheepishly, he looked over his shoulder but Crystal had already slunk away of her own accord, thankfully. 
Fearing that he was on the verge of a relapse, Dave laid still for a long time, eventually lifting a corner of the 


blanket to cover himself. He really didn't feel at all well 


At bedtime he felt much better however, and practically begged Tamar to let him return to the master 
bedroom, but according to her reasoning, one full symptom-free day must elapse before he could be allowed 
to share her bed again. As he'd predicted, she was drunk from her protracted lunch date, which he hoped 
would make her more susceptible to persuasion, but she was steadfast in her refusal. So, once again he found 
himself lying flat on his back in the oppressive guest room, sprawled diagonally across the mattress, the guilty 


memories of his transgression fresh in his mind. 


After about an hour of solitary torment, Dave began to search for, and find, some perspective, and the 
tension in his body took on a different characteristic. It had been such a fantastically erotic encounter! He had 
enjoyed every minute of it. There would be no consequences - there never were. When he felt his cock swelling 
and pressing mightily upward against the weight of the blanket he reached down to take it in his hand and with 
a dreamy smile he started stroking. Remorse wasn't keeping him awake - it was just sexual excitement, once 


again - a mounting pressure that had to be relieved 


